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The mfl lamentable Trajredi 
My words would bandy her to my facet Love 

nr > . n Enter Ntirfe. 

O God (he comes : O honey Nurfe what nevves ? 

Murje. I ain weary, give ir.e leave a while 

D<| rot fee that , am om 0 / br «*> y * "' blfc? 

Jul. How arc thou out of breath, when thou hafthrMrf, 

To fay tome that thou art out of breath 1 haft breath 

J! h2 COf £ d " C L d,0 V {fc ’ ft ^keinthfs'delay. 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe ^ 

Is thy newcs good |or bad ? anfwere to that, 

I et mefe and fiM e ?i y the circumft ance, 

LC a? C r tlsfi d ’ ltt S°°d or bad ? 

how tTch^^tZT-^r madea fin l pIe c u 0ice ’ y° u kn °wnot 
ter than an v ml? ?°T’ nonoc he » though his face be bet- 

and a foSJS 7 l h,s [ e ¥ e exce,s aIJ ^ for a hand 

alnaft^n dB th ° U S h che ybenot tobetalkton,yetthev 

ranfcSte ^.}VT tefl T r 

Whatfh^ya, din : d«h™if CI 

w \»!r N \ n ° J r Ut a,J this did 1 know before. 

What fayes heof our marriage ? what of that ? 

rr £r LCrd how , r ?y head ake S) vvhat a head have I* 

It beats as it wouldfallin twenty pieces. 

Mv backe a tother fide, ah my backe, mvbacke, 

Beflirevv yourheart for lending me aboutl 

To 


gf Romeo and Juliet; 

X o catch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

? #/. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet, iweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what faies my Love ? 

2 S[ur. Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous ,and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant avertuous : where is your mother • 

?#/. Where is my mother ? why (lie is within » where mould 

{he be? 

How odly thou replied. 

Your Love fayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nurfe. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you fb hot ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the ponltis for my aking bones ? 

Hence-forward doe your meffages your felfe. 

Jttl Here’s fuch a coile, come, what faies 'Romeo • 

Nur .Ha.vc you got leave to goe to fbrift to day ?, 

?«/. I have. _ ,, 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you-awife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes, 

They’ll be in fcarlec ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which vour love 
Muftclimbeabirds neftfoonewhenitisdarke. 

I am the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you (hall beare the burden (bone at night. 

Goe,lleto dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

?#/. Hieto high fbrtune,honeft Nurfe farewell. 

J Extmto 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

" Fri. So fmile the heavens upon this holy Aft, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

Rom. Amen, Amen : but come, what forrow can. 

It cannot cointervaile the exchange of joy 
That one (hort minute gives me in her fight: 

Doe thou but clofe onr hands with holy words, , 
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